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“John Leech needs no special 
pleading for the honour which 
the world now recognises to be 
his Guec.”—HOLMAN HUNT IN “CONTEMPORARY REVIEW.” 
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“The genius of Leech has never been seen to greater advantage than in this gallery.” 


JOHN LEECH’S PICTURES 


OF LIFE AND CHARACTER. 


3 Royal Quarto Volumes, price 10s. Gd. each; also in 1 Volume, price 28s, 
(BRADBURY, AGNEW, & CO., & 9 10, Bouverie Stree’. London, B.C, 
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|__PRINCE of WALES. Sales during 1887, 12,289,260 Bottles. 
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TENERIFE AND ITS SIX SATELLITES ; 
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TO THE DEAF. 
pearniss CURED. — A very 


« 32 page Ulustrated Book on Deaf 

oon in the How they may be 
‘ Post 34 Address 

», 01, Bedford Square, Loadon, W 


“OUR NEIGHBOURS.” 


PARTRIDGE & COOPER, 


“THE” STATIONERS 
192, FLEET STREET. 


THE “PREMIER” 
RAZOR STROPPING MACHINE 
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ne Guaranteed 


Price tis. é¢ 


Highly Gniehed, £) 
Silver- pated, with Polished 


Case, £2 & 


Frery Mach 
. 


Tested in every Way, om razors keen and razors 
emt, the machine ip Tiec lion 
©, science, or skill involved in me use 
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DISINFECTANTS. 


&c apply to THE SANITAS 
‘Rite Gee London, E., 


" SANITAS” 
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HOW TO DISINFECT. 


LOHSE’S 
(MAIGLOCKCHEN) 


LILY 


OF THE 


VALLEY 
PERFUME 


is the most fashionable of the day, 
sold by all high class [erfurners 


BRILL’S 
SEA SALT. 


l1jd. per Bath. 


BRACING AND REFRESHING, 
OF ALL CHEMISTS, &c. 


USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERIES, 


= BEST 
FOOD 


FOR 


INFANTS. 


lo Tins, ls., 2s., be. aud 10s. each. 


SAVORY & MOORE, conoon, 


AND SOLD EVERYWHERE. 
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ESTABLISHED 1825. 


BEST AND 


E'S FO 


FOR INFANTS, 
INVALIDS, 


AND THE ACED. 
CHEAPEST. 





SWEET SCENTS 
LIGN-ALOE. OPOPONAX 
FRANGIPANNI. PSIDIUM 
2 May be obtained 
> Of any Chemist or 
Sm _ Perfumer. 


Zong grree* 


SODEN MINERAL PASTILLES 


Universally acknowledged the best remedy 
for affections of the 
THROAT, 
They are 
greatest Medical Authority, 

SIR MORELL MACKENZIE, 
whose testimonial is affixed to each box. 
if ail Chemists at ls. 1j¢d., or Post Pree for 15 


games of SODEN ag PRODUCE CO., 
0, Drsa's Buitpines, Hocsoan, Los pos, B.C 


CHUBB’S 
SAFES 


WILL PREVENT 


JEWEL ROBBERIES | 


Patce Leers sew? rare. 
128, QUEEN VICTORIA STREET, E.C.; 
6, ST. JAMES’S STREET, Pall Mall, London. 





CHEST, AND LUNGS. 











‘A LUXURY FOR SHAVING 
Without Soap, Water, or Brush, 
1s. 0F ALLHAIRDRESSERS, CHEMISTS, ac 
Wholesale: R. HOVENDEN & SON 
Berners St., W., and City Rd., E.C. London 





specially recommended by our | 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
ELECTRO PLATE 








| | LUGGAGE, PASSENGER, é@c. 


LIFTS = —— 


DINNER and INVALID LIFTS. 


CLARE, BUNNETT,£00., Lim., 


RATHBONE PLACE, W. 





Cubebs, Stramonium, and 
Cannab.Ind Alwaysrelieve 


SAVAR’S and frequently cure Asthma, 


| Throat Cough, Bronchitis, 
| Influenza, One Cigarette 


| CUBEB rt ihe ar 
CIGARETTES. Serarene's Sandal Wood Ou 


Pull directions. Ali Chemists. 
Capsules, 4s. 6d. per Box. 
(TIDMAN'S 8 SEA SALT. 
Patronised by the Roya! Family. 


TIDMAN'S SEA SALT. 


Analysed and approved by Dr. Hassall. 


TIDMAN’ 8 SEA SALT. 


Cunstantly recommended by Medical Men 


| TIDMAN'S SEA SALT. 
Has given Strength and Vigour to Millions. 
Beware imitations. Every Genuine ho a bears 
Tidman's name and Trade Mar 








coLT’s 
DOUBLE-ACTION 
ARMY REVOLVER, 


as supplied to H_M. War Department. 
COLT’S SINGLE-ACTION ARMY 
REVOLVER, as adopted vy the United 
Staics Government. 

COLT’S ‘‘ FRONTIER” PISTOL takes the Colt and 
Winchester Magezine Kifle Cartridge, “44 cal 
COLT’S HOUSE REVOLVER, POCKET REVOLVER, 
and DERINGER, for the Vest pocket; best quality 
} only. Coit'’s Kevolve rs are used all over the world. 
| COLTS DOUBLE-BARRELLED SHOT GUNS and 
| LIGHTNING maesse E RIFLES, for india and 

| the Colonies Price List free. 
COLT’S FIREARMS Co.,4,Pall Mall, London 8. W. 








hk * The most sovereign and precious weed that ever 


SAMUEL FOX & O©O., Limited, have 
added to their celebrated frames decided 
improvements (protected by Letters Patent), 
which give increased Stability and greater | 
Neatness to the Umbrella. 

SAMUEL FOX & OO., Limited, mann- | 
facture the Steel specially for all their} 
frames, and are thus able to provide | 
exceptional quality at a merely nominal» 
price over inferior makes. 


- earth tendered to the use of man.’’—Bex Jonson. 
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Tus 4 PERVECT 


SMOKING MIXTURE. 


At all Tobacconists and Stores, in Pacurrs owt 
R. LLOYD AND 8ONS, HOLBORN BARS, E.C. 





TRELOAR’S | 


CHEVIOT GARPETS. | 


+41 16 
~ 18 
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DERED, ALL * WOOL 


IN OTHER SIZES 


TRELOAR & SONS. 
68, 69, and 70, Ludgate Hi 


OXFORD.-MITRE HOTEL. 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMIA: 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDoy 


GRAND HOTEL 


TRAFALGAR SQUARE, 
LONDON, ENG. 


FINEST SITUATION 
EVERY LUXURY ano 
COMFORT. 
MOST RECHERCHE 
CUISINE. 
VERY MODERATE 
w TARIFF. 


» Amp | 




















THE AIR- PURIFIER, 


TEROZONE, 


diffuses a purify:ng and refreshing perfume 
WHITAKER & GROSSMITH, | 
2, SILK STREET, CITY, LONDON. 
ls. 64. Sold by Chemists, 4c., or direct 


Df. PACET, Surgeon Dents. 


, Strand Facing 
Dare PAGEI s Americ pom bohm TEETH 
without P1 ATES or PALATES, also hy atmosphere 
pressure, explained in the I)lustrated Fampi« 
post free. Consultations daily free from | 


Try ARBENZ’S Celebrated Ware, 


MANDARIN 








“ They are the best I have ever u» sed.” — 
excelent, and a beon to travellers wid 

‘The most satisfactory.” “ Only require to » 
known to be appreciat ed.” “The best and cavet 
shavers.” “ More —— le and picasant ths 
hollow-ground razors.” “ With no othe: mem 
have 1 obtained so clean ashave as with Arbenz + 

* Have not enjoyed the comfort of such a prr® 
and luxurious month's shaving fo years, a 
other razors various goou makers are now © 
much old stee “I¢ must be the razor of Ue 
future.” “Your razor has robbed the mor a fd) 
one of its horrors.’ * «T havenot met with « bette 

‘The harder the beard, the better they shave 
“ Your razors are splendid, I am immensely pleased 
with them. 

The above guaranteed genuine testimonia’s, 
hundreds of others ‘ali filed for inspecti.m , pre 
ARHENZ’S to be the wee most reliable. ravet 
and cheapest h [te Razors known. Supy 
in sets of 4 or 7, at Ss. amd lig Gu. per st ~— 
tively. Not les than the set of 4 supplies. “7 
be had of Dealers at above prices, or 

P. A. ARBENZ. 107 & 108, Great Charles Street 
Birmingham, introducer of the now celebrated usd 
much- a “GEM” AIR GUNS 

Ewart oy CousTearritTs 








KROPP_ RAZOR 


REAL GERMAN HOLLOW G80 


WARRANTED PERFECT. 
NEVER REQUIRES CRINDINC. 


Fiom all Dealers. 
Wholesale, 51, Frith Street. ! 














CALLARD | | 
& BOWSER'S 


CELEBRATED 


BUTTER-SCOTCH 
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“REALLY WHOLESOME CONFECTIONSS! 
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A NATIONAL MUDDLE; OR, THE INVENTOR AVENCED. 
(Government Drama in Active Rehearsal.) 


ACT L.—A Room in the Permanent Sleepy Department. Half-awake 
Official discovered dozing at desk. Enter a Sanguine Inventor. 


Half-awake Official (rousing himself), Ah! Mr. What’s-your- 
name? Come about that new gun of yours, eh ? 

Sanguine Inventor. Yes, and this is the twenty-fifth time I’ve 
called about it. Surely, the Authorities can make up their minds, 
Come: what do they mean to do about it ? 

H. O. Well, you see it was to carry twenty miles—— ? 

S. I. Yes, ond go through thirty-six inches of steel plating. 

H. O. Just so. Well, come, you know, that’s too much for us. 
We don’t care about such distances and figures. 

S. I. “Don’t care?” Idon’t understand you. Why, it’s an 
entirely new departure! 

H. O. Yes, but this Department doesn’t care about new departures, 
It sticks to the old lines. 

S. I. But the army that first adopts my gun, will revolutionise all 


| the conditions of warfare. 





H. O. That’s just why the Department wouldn’t touch it, It 
doesn’t want to revolutionise anything. It has got its own principles 
and ideas to work out, and it has quite enough to do to keep pace 
with them, I can tell you. 

S. I. Will you purchase it, or not? You shall have it for £1000. 

H. O. Quite out of the question at that figure. But the fact is, 
we don’t want it at any price. You had better take it elsewhere. 

S. I. As you will. I shall certainly take it—to the Continent. 

H. O. 80 do. And now good morning. 

{Bows him out, and falls asleep, while Sanguine Inventor pro- 
ceeds to carry out his threat as Act Drop descends. 


ACT Il.— Tableau, representing an interval of ten years, Curie which 
Sanguine Inventor applies to the Foreign European Govern- 
ments, and disposes of | is invention to several of them on highly 
advantageous terms, His new gun being pronounced on all 
hands the ‘‘ weapon of the future,” its merits are freely discussed 
in scientifie Continental military circles; and the rumour of its 
various excellences at length reaching the Officials of the Perma- 
nent Sleepy Department, they lethargically appoint a Com- 
mittee of Inquiry to investigate its merits, as the Act Drop 
descends, 


ACT IIL—A Room in the Permanent Sleepy Department. Half- 
awake Official discovered, engaged in an interview with The 
Representative of the Firm of Messrs. MropLeman & Co. 

Half-awake Official. You see, there is a public clamour got up about 
the gun, and so, I suppose, we must have it. What’s your figure ? 

The Representative of Messrs. Middleman, A million and a half; 
not a penny under. 

H. O. Oh! but come, that’s sticking it on rather too stiff. Why, 
ten years ago we could have had it for £1000! 

The R. of M. M. Very possibly. And you were great fools not 
to purchase at the price. But we have since managed to secure the 
potent for a pretty penny, and you don’t think we are going to do 
usiness without making a tidy profit? A million and a‘hal is our 
lowest figure. So you may like it or leave it, just as you choose. 

H. O. If it wasn’t for the clamour, we would soon let you know 
which we would do. However, we ’ve no choice ; so, I suppose, you 
must have your price, 

[ Proceeds to make arrangements for the payment of the purchase- 
money for aten-years’ old invention as the Act Drop descends. 


ACT IV.—Tableau representing the Sanguine Inventor, who has 


now patented a Gun that will carry forty miles, and penetrate 


6 feet of steel plating, offering its refusal to the Permanent | 


Sleepy Department. He has an interview with the Half-awake 
Official, who, informing him that the Department has just paid 
a million and a half for his previous invention, points out that 
they are not prepared to negotiate any further for the purchase 
of any improvements. The Sanguine Inventor thereupon 
straightway disposes of his new secret to further Foreign Euro- 
pean Governments, who, adopting it with enthusiasm, utilise 
it with the greatest success, as the Act Drop descends. 

ACT V.—Represents the Interior of the Permanent Sleepy De- 
partment after the Declaration of War by several Continental 
Powers, one of the ine Inventor’s Patent Shells fired by 
the Enemy having just blown the entire Office into the air. The 
Half-awake Official is discovered slowly emerging from the débris. 

Half-awake Official (rubbing his eyes). Dear me, this is very 


| awkward, I suppose we ought to have purchased that fellow’s 
all. 


Invention, after However (coming forward), if our kind friends 
in front are only satisfied, we can’t deny that we have brought about a 
precious ** National Muddle ”-— 

Sanguine Inventor taking his hand). And have seen the Sanguine 
Inventor at last *‘ avenged.” [They embrace as the Curtain falls. 


OUR BOOKING-OFPFICE. 

CarttaL number of the Fortnightly ; that is, as much as I've read 
of it. ‘* Imprisonment for Debt,” by Judge Cuatmens, should be 
studied by 
everyone who 
wants to get 
into debt and 
keep himself 
out of prison. 
I gather from 
this article 
that impri- 
sonment for 
debt isn’t 
quite the 
pleasantest 
way of spend- 
ing a fewdays 
in a recess, 
But in his 
|} next, per- 
haps, Judge 
CHALMERS 
will tell us 
exactly how 
| the prisoners 
| are treated ? 
|) Why should 
not a caged 
prisoner, who 
- can but won't 
pay, be made 
to pay, by setting him to some work which will bring in sufficient 

money to satisfy the creditor and the expenses of his detention ? 
The literary critic who writes so trenchantly on the Fall of Fiction, 
in the same number, ought by this time to have read Rhedah’s 





“ Where was the Baron when the light went out ? 





Revenge, wherein I finished off the mighty Rrreracoarp himself 
with the stock-in-trade of his entertainment. Let Mr. Riper Hae- 
| GARD get a new set of puppets, and learn some fresh tunes on his 
| pipe to which they can Fam 
|" Before changing the subject, I may mention that one of ‘‘ The 
| Friendlies” informs me that, in Rhedah’s Revenge, | was wrong 
‘in making “* Rhinoceri” the plural of Rhinoceros. I thought I was. I 
| ought tohave written, ashe says, ‘‘ Khinocerotes,”’ or ‘‘ Rhinocerosses ;”’ 
| but then, you see, it occurred to me that ‘* Rhinoceri,” having no 
existence, were just the very animals that Riper Hacoarp would 
| have pledged his veracity as a Romancer that his mighty hunters 
had shot. When I come across such solemn affidavits, ‘‘I say 
00h-pooh to him,” and my nose, having in it more of the antique 
| Roman than the Greek, becomes ‘‘ rhinocerical.’’ (For which word, 
| see Dixon’s Johnsonary Lathomised.) 
| The four volumes of Weird Tales have continued to delight me. 
There ’s one by Mr. Epwunp Yares, called The Skeleton in the House, 
| written, a foot-note confidentially informs us, ‘* while he was still in 
| his twenties,””—which sounds like the British Workman ‘ coming in 
| his thousands.” First-rate vintage ‘‘ The Twenties,”—wish I had a 
| lot of them ; and this weird tale of Moi Méme’s is so racily told, and 
| with such conviction, that I am heartily sorry he has seen only one 
| ghost in his life. Or perhaps he has seen a lot of them, and won't 
tell. Please E. Y. give us another ghost, there’s a good haunted 
'man, do! 1’ve tried all sorts of spirits without effect. Nowadays 
| T am trying to get one skeleton at all events into my house by con- 
jurations of ANDREW CLAKKE, Roose, Tompson, and BANTING, oY 
spells of dry toast, no butter, no white of eggs, no sugar, no stareh 
| (great deprivation this—I was so fond of shirt-fronts fresh from the 
| wash—quite a glutton at them), no fat, no potatoes, no pudding, no 
sweets, no nothing in fact, and yet the skeleton still weighs fourteen 
stone with the flesh on. Would fright do it? I shall go on with 
these Weird Tales—one every night at bedtime—and then, ‘* Out, out, 
brief candle!” and under the clothes disappears the head of the 
| Brave Banon pe Book Woums. 


ADVERTISEMENT GRATIS. 
| 4 propos of some allusion to Pepita, now playing at Toorr’s 
Theatre, we have received a letter purporting to be written by one 
of the Managers of this Operatic Company, informing us that “ The 
B. P. know”’—what, he doesn’t say—‘‘ and” (we quote verbatim) 
‘*their verdict is taken, not a silly paper, and, I am glad to say, we 
refuse money nightly.” Very magnanimous conduct on the part of 
|“ We.” Refuse money nightly! We wish we—* nous autres” — had 
the chance. Would we avail ourselves of it? Ahem! Well, we 
| must at once visit Toore’s, and, pro formd, tender our coin? Will 
it be refused ? or, shall we be let in? And if the latter, shall we be 
let in for something good? Nous rerrons, ‘‘ nous autres,” 
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GENEROUS OFFER. 


Buyer (who having had a legacy of £30, invests in 6 screws for 
LUCK ; I'VE DONE FAIRISH BUSINESS.” 
Seller. “‘ Wein, I can't po THAT. TELL YER WHAT THOUGH, 


Cab-proprietor’s business). ‘‘ YoU MIGHT GIVE US A SOVEREIGN FOR 


I'LL CHUCK YER THIS OTHER ’088 IN.” 








THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


August 22.—Home sweet Home again. Carre bought some pretty 
blue wool mats to stand vaseson. Fripps, Janus & Co. write to say they 
are sorry they have no vacancy among their staff of clerks for Lupin. 

Aug. 3.1 bought a pair of stags’-heads made of Plaster of Paris 
and coloured brown. They will look just the thing for our little hall 
and give it style; the heads are cnsaliant imitations. PooLERs AND 
| Surra are sorry they have nothing to offer Lurry. 
| Aug. 24.—Simply to please Lupry, and make things cheerful for 
| him, as he is a little down, Carrie invited Mrs. James to come u 
from Sutton and spend two or three days with us. We have not sai 
| a word to Lvupry, but mean to keep it as a surprise. 

Aug. 25.—Mrs. James arrived in the afternoon, bringin 
an enormous bunch of wild-flowers. The more I see of Mrs. JAMES 
the nicer I think she is, and she is devoted to Carrie. She went 
into CaxRre’s roem to take off her bonnet and remained there nearly 
an hour talking about dress. 
at Mrs. James’s visit, but was surprised at her. 

Aug. 26, Sunday.—Nearly late for church, Mrs. James having 
talked censiderably about what to wear all the morning. Lupry does 
not seem to get on very well with Mrs. James. I am afraid we shall 
have some trouble with our next-door neighbours who came in last 
Ng . Several of their friends, who drive up in dog-carts, 
ave air 
had put on a white waistcoat for coolness, and while walking past with 
my thumbs in my waistcoat pockets (a habit I have), one man, sea 
in the cart, and looking like an American, comme singing some 
vulgar nonsense about, ‘‘ J Aad thirteen dollars in my waistcoat 
pocket.” I fancied it was meant for me, and my suspicions were 
confirmed ; for, while walking round the garden in my tall hat this 
afternoon a “‘ throw-down” cracker was deliberately aimed at m 
hat and exploded on it like a percussion cap. I turned ly, an 
am positive I saw the man who was in the cart retreati rom one 
of the bed-room windows. 

Aug. 27.—Carrie and Mrs. James went off sho 
returned when I came back from the office. Ju 


with her 


ping, and had not 
ing from the sub- 


Lupry said he was not a bit surprised | 


y made themselves objectionable. An evening or two ago I | 


ted | hat as big as a kitchen coal-scuttle, and the same shape. Mrs. JAMES 


| sequent conversation, I am afraid Mrs. James is filling Carrie's 
| head with a lot of nonsense about dress. I walked over to Gowrne’s, 
| and asked him to drop in to supper, and make things pleasant. Canniz 
| prepared a little extemporised supper, consisting of the remainder of | 
the cold joint, a small piece of salmon (which I was to refuse, in case 
| there was not enough to go round), and a blanc-mange and custards. 
here was also a decanter of port and some jam puffs on the side- 
board. Mrs. James made us play rather a good game with cards, 
called ‘‘ Muggins.” To my surprise—in fact, disgust—LvuPrn got up 
in the middle, and in a most sarcastic tone said, ‘‘ Pardon me, this 
sort of thing is too fast for me. I shall go and enjoy a quiet game of 
marbles in the back garden.” Things might have become rather 
disagreeable but for Gowrne (who seems to have taken to Lupry 
suggesting they should invent games. Luprn said, ‘‘ Let’s play 
Monkeys.” He then led Gowrne all round the room, and brought 
him in front of the looking-glass. I must confess I laughed heartily 
at this. I was a little vexed at everybody subsequently laughing 
at some joke which they did not explain, and it was only on going to 
bed I discovered I must have been walking about all the evening 
with an antimaccassar on one button of my coat-tails. ; 
Aug. 28.—Found a large brick in the middle bed of geraniums, 
| evidently come from next door. Parties AND Patties can’t find « 
| place for Lupry. 
| Aug. 29.—Mrs. James is making a positive fool of Canrte. CaRniz 
appeared in a new dress like a smock-frock. She said ‘‘ Smocking 
was all the rage. I replied it put me inarage. She also had on 4 





went home, and both Lurry and I were somewhat pleased—the first 
time we have on a single subject since his return. MERKINS 
awp Son write they have no vacancy for LUPIN. 








Motto for the Gaiety Adapters of ‘‘ She.” 
‘* Tr we do prove him Haggard, ' 
Though that his Jesses were our ber heart-strings, 


We'd whistle him off.” . 
(Joe Knight's Shakspeare, Revised Version. Othello, Act III., se. 3.) 
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Bagnidge (to his Friend's Keeper). ‘‘ Tut-T-T-T—DEAR ME ! 


pe se ¥, 
PoP, — 

+Z, 

ad 





DERISION. 


Wooprurr, I’m arrarp I've snot THAT Doo 


Keeper, ‘‘On no, Sin, I THINK HE'S ALL RIGHT, Stn, HE MOSTLY DROP DOWN LIKE THAT IF ANYBODY Misses |!” 








BEAUTIFUL TAR. 
Sone oF AN ENTHUSIASTIC SCIENTIST, 
Atn—*‘ Beautiful Star.” 


| Beavrirut Tar, the outcome bright 
Of the black coal and the yellow gas-light, 
Of modern products most wondrous far, 
Tar of the gas-works, beautiful Tar! 
Tar of the Gas-works, &c. 


In fancy’s ear thou seem’ st to say, 
“ Follow me close, I am bound to pay. 
On me experiments freely try ; 
| For if there’s a multum in parvo, tis I.” 
Tar of the Gas-works, &c. 


| Men told us once, with a cheek quite calm, 

| Of the things that the Arabs could get from 
the palm ; 

| But that fraud botanic is distanced far 

| By the modern marvel, the black Coal-tar. 

Tar of the Gas-works, &c. 


| House and garments, victuals and drink, 
The nomad got from the palm, I think ; 
But as source of beauty, and bliss, and balm, 
oal-tar from the me by ma must bear the 
palm. Tar of the Gas-works, &c. 


Protoplasm? Oh, that’s played out ; 
; a true yrvtoplomm is Tar, no doubt. 
‘promise and potency,” Tar must take 
What vulgar sciollets call ‘the cake: ” 
Tar of the Gas-works, &c. 


There ’s hardly a thing that a man may name 
t use or beauty in life’s small game, 








But you can extract in alembic or jar 
From the “‘ physical basis” of black Coal-tar. 
Tar of the Gas-works, &c. 


Oil, and ointment, and wax, and wine, 
And the lovely colours called aniline ; 
You can make anything, from a salve to a 


star, 
If you only know how to, from black Coal- 
tar. Tar of the Gas-works, &c. 


’Tis found the basis of all things sweet ; 

Sugar is settled, and beet is beat ; 

The western root and the eastern cane 

With ubiquitous Coal-tar contend in vain. 
Tar of the Gas-works, &c. 


You can carry the stuff in your pocket or 


at, 
And it will not hurt you, or make you fat; 
Of saccharine matters the wholesomest far 
Is the stuff extracted from black Coal-tar, 
Tar of the Gas-works, &c. 


The very bees mistake it for honey! 

’Tis a fount of pleasure, a mine of money ; 

And the Bounty question without a jar 

Will soon be settled by black Coal-tar, 
Tar of the Gas-works, &c. 


Triumph, O Tar! Stuffhalfdivine! 

The world’s whole interests soon will twine 

Around thine essence the subtlest far, 

Tar of the Gas-works, black Coal-tar— 
Tar of the Gas-works, black Coal-tar! 








A Person or Licut anv Leaprve.— Will o’ 
the Wisp. 





NOUS AT NEWNHAM. 
(By a “‘ Babbler in the Land,”’) 

[Miss Heten GiapsTone says that when she 
was a student at Newnham, a motion was brought 
before the Debating Society there, and carried by 
a large majority, that life without gossip was not 
worth living. ] 

Excetient, Miss’ Heren Giapstons ! 

That is not the frump or “* fad’s”’ tone. 

Girlhood without Gossip? Dreadful ! 

Fancy Fanyy with a head full 

Of on dits and tittle-tattle 

Sworn against all pretty prattle! 

Vowed to theorems and theses ! 

No, the little talking teases 

Could not care for Mind or Matter, 

Art or Science, without Chatter. 

Mr. Punch, though gabbling cad you 


hate, 
You'll applaud the “ sweet girl pepteste” 
Who, howe’er chockfull of knowledge 
Holds that girlhood, e’en at College, 

Still may without blame or loss sip 

— — ;- nectar ~~ X 

Only scorn y peevish quizdom ; 

For as Wit to heavy Wisdom, 

Banter to bitter brooding, 

Soufflé febt to suet pudding, 

So is Gossip bright and blameless, 

As unspiteful as ’tis aimless, 

To the heavy altercation 

Pompous prigs call Conversation ! 

Life without it worth the candle ? 

No, dear Punch. Dull spite and scandal 
Very properly you tackle, 

But you will not “‘ cut the cackle.” 
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DUE NORTH. 


ha— Problem 


Picture se 


hatruct B 


Passenaer Stara 


W eather— 


Uncertainties, 


Information 


To the Tower—in a cab! Visions of Crurksnanx, Harrison 
AINSWORTH, Maughe r of the Aze, Xit, the (nants, the Torture- 
room, Cwely being dragged down-stairs, andSMephistophelian Simon 
Renard. Suppose a shell or two would knock the old place all to 
smithereens,—to W. H. Smithereens,—d propos of Harktson AINs- 


s 


“Mf TY 
CDi, YY, YY) 
BOP Xa, 


| ea 
P| 


“ We're going to have a very fine Passag 


wortH. The Tower is not a Zour dé force. 
occupied by vans, earts, and crowds of men,—dockyard labourers 
waiting for work towards St. Katherine’s wharf. Glad to know 
that I have arrived half an hour before the boat starts, as, if an 
intending passenger were at all late, and if there were but one 
waggon more in this dirty narrow lane, and one cab coming up the 
treet when mine is going down, to reach the wharf itself in time to 
atch the boat would be simply impossible. Nota policeman visible, 
no official of any sort at hand to regulate the traffic and clear a way 
to and from the point of departure. How the exports and imports 
ever get out of these narrow thoroughfares without smashing and 
imming, and loss of life, or damage to limb, and how the passengers 

é 7 ially the female passengers—for the various steamboats ever 
reach their destination in safety is a marvel to me. 

Happy Thought.—Yet this stoppage of traffic is appropriate to 
the locality. The Tower and “the block !” 

| meet Hopson at the entrance to the wharf. He assures me, 
as his dear friend, that he is as annoyed as I am about the obstruc- 
tion, and especially annoyed on my aceount. ‘‘ But look here!” he 
exclaims abruptly, adroitly changing the subject, “‘ we’ve got the 
best berths in the ship!” and he leads the way to the steamer, 
almost ekipping with delight at his own craftiness in securing these 
exceptional berths. 

Happy Thought.—The Skipper and his eraft. 

We have: so much is evident: but two other passengers are to 

( ups the two other berths in the same cabin. 

‘erhaps they won't come,” I say, with a glimmer of hope, and 
relying on the probable obstacles in the narrow approach. 

“They're here already,” says Howson, with an air of genial 
ey, pointing out their overcoats and bags, which I thought 
were Dis own. 

‘I've taken the two upper berths,” continues Honsow, still con- 
gratulating himself on his acuteness. ‘‘ Plenty of air, you see ”— 
here he = the port-hole—‘*and the other chaps are very quiet 
fellows. I've seenthem. It will be all right. I’m sure you’ll like it.” 

“Shall I?” 1 return, doubtfully looking at my berth, which is as 


Down a dirty lane 
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high up and about as roomy as the top shelf of the linen-cupboard 
in an old-fashioned housekeeper’s room. 

Problem. How to get there? Not being abird,I can’t flyup. Not 
being a gymnast, I can’t jumpup. Ifthere’s no ladder, I mustevidently 
climb up. I mention ‘‘ ladder” to one of the officials of the steamer 
who looks in at the cabin casually,—ship’s officers I think they ’re 
ealled,—and ship’s officer only laughs and goes away _. Clearly 
a ladder is out of the question ; it certainly was out of the answer, as 
far as the merry but uncommunicative ship’s officer is concerned. 
Consequently, as I put it to Hossow (who can get into his own berth 
as easily as possible by merely stepping on to the top of the fixed 
washing-stand when closed, and crawling in at the foot of the bed), 
the problem developes itself into two parts. First: How to climb 
without grazing my knees and doing myself some serious interna] 
injury from the effects of which I may never recover. Secondly: 
How to climb up without considerably inconveniencing the man on 
the shelf below, by kicking him on the head, stamping on his nose, 
putting my foot on his mouth, or otherwise so alarming him, that, 
if asleep, he may wake suddenly, forget where he is, think that I am 
a burglar, and incontinently seize me by the leg and bring me down 
to the floor, when, unless I am stunned and with both arms and | 
broken, there must ensue a combat of two in which the other couple 
must inevitably join. 

‘You'll find it very comfortable,” says Honson; ‘the ship is 
lighted by electricity,” —as if this would help me to climb up into m 
jam-cupboard shelf, or send me to sleep when I get there,—“ an 
the whole place is deliciously clean and comfortable. Let’s go on 
deck,” he says, in a persuasive voice, and I follow him as he skips 
up the companion. 

We come upon a communicative passenger, who seems to be an 
acquaintance of Honson’s. He ft es us that, ‘‘ This isn’t the 
Company's new boat. The new boat ’s much betier than this.” 

** This is a very boat,” protests Honson, as if it were his own. 

Oh, she’s g enough, and fast enough,” says the communi- 
eative acquaintance; ‘* but she’s old. She’s fast, though,” he repeats, 
as if being ‘old and fast” were a recommendation to anybody. 

‘‘Ah! she’s a first-rate vessel,” says Hosson, standing to his 
guns, on my account, I am sure, otherwise, I fancy, he would agree 
with his communicative acquaintance. 

The latter continues, ‘‘ She’s still a good seagoing boat,” resumes 
the communicative acquaintance, ‘‘ but she’s no breadth of beam. 
She ’1l roll ”—{ will she, O dear !}—‘‘ she ’Il roll, if there ’s any sea on,” 
he repeats, emphatically, as if he were drawing our attention to an 
inspired prophecy, ‘* she’ll roll.” 

eet. observes with equal certainty, ‘‘ But there will be no sea 
on.” Allon my account, I’m sure. I’m afraid his forecast would 
honestly be in favour of there being ‘‘ a sea on.” 

‘* You should have gone by the new boat,” says his acquaintance. 

I cannot help asking him how it is that if the new boat 1s so perfect, 
he, himself, didn’t go by it ? 

‘I am going by it, next Saturday,” he replies, ‘‘ I’m only here to 
see a friend off.” And time being up, he bids us good-bye, and in 
another ten minutes he is on the quay, waving his hat, and pitying us. 

Observing me somewhat deecnnet by this information, Honsox is 
careful to assure me that, in his opinion, we shall have a capital 
passage. True, we are beginning well; but then this is only the 
river; dirty, but interesting. We have a considerable number of 
passengers. There are three horse-artillerymen, with swords and 
spurs, who seem rather out of place on board. There are a few 
persons, young men and young women, with sticks, rugs, water- 
proofs, nieaion maps, guide-books, and hand-bags; a reserved 
person in an ulster, with opera-glasses ; and three awkward youths 
of the superior ’Arry type, two of whom are in a state of perpetual 
admiration of the third. who is a repulsively larky young fellow, in 
a yachting cap, a dirty-looking flannel shirt, false collars, and 
probably false cuffs, with a crimson tie, evidently their leader and 
model in waggery ; a staid and very stout old Darby and Joan, who 
seem glued to their seats, and nudge one another from time to time 
when they are passing anything that seems to either of them worthy 
of notice; these, with a few more middle-aged quiet couples, a 
very English-looking person deeply interested in a French novel 
with the familiar yellow cover, -_ a High Church clergyman with a 
moustache, represent the tourist element. All the others, both fore 
and aft, seem to be attired in the ordinary top-hat and black coat 
of London respectability, as if they had strolled down to the wharf, 
come on board by merest accident, and been carried off before they 
knew where they were. 

Most of these persons at once contract with the Steward for their 
meals at so much a head for the voyage, and, should the weather 
prove favourable, they take twice of everything on principle. On® 
rough passage I suppose the Steward has the best of the bargain. 
And he certainly plays his cards well, as the time fixed for the 
dinner on board is two o’clock, just as the ship is off Southend, when 
bidding farewell to the river, we enter on the real sea-passage. 

Happy Thought.—lf you want to know what sort of passage it 1s 
going to be, ascertain the number of passengers contracting at 8 
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[ruck a heed fo r their meals, and then’watch the Steward’s face after |in the distance, and the “scene ‘is illuminated with vivid flashes of 
| Brith. If you see the Steward smiling, beware,—if he chuckles and | lightning.” We descend below. 


| rubs his hands gleefully, pr for —— a if he laughs out- 

| right, disappear to your berth, and make such arrangements as your 

| past experience may suggest. 

Honson is a capital companion. He is most anxious that nothing 

should even have the spusesanss of any likelihood to go wrong. He 
| neverattempts forced jollity, but, naturally enthusiastic, he has cul- 

tivated enthusiasm ; and naturally gage, he has cultivated 
the art of sympathising. I confess to being very soon depressed, 
especially with the bility of nasty weather in view. 

The sky appears lowering. 

“We shall ve a storm, I think,” is my melancholy foreboding. 
| “Oh, no,” replies Hopson, cheerily. ‘* That dark appearance is 
| due to London smoke.” And then he dilates on the subjects of 

smoke consumption, fogs, chimneys, gas _—* of force, and so 
| forth. In the meantime, Tam watchin the clouds. 

“It’s raining, I think,” I say, not liking to be certain, and still 
hoping against hope, as I see the marks of vy drops falling, as if 
nails had been driven into the deck at equal distances. 

| “Rain!” exelaims Hosson, putting on his glasses, and looki 
| about him with an air of the utmost incredulity at the bare ides of 
the possibility of such a thing. ‘Rain? No. I think it’s the spray 
from the engine.” And he looks round with a chirpy and perfectly 
| satistied smile (being oe eee with his own ingenious explana- 
| tion), just as a heavy rain-drop as big as a pea hits him shai _— 
| the tip of his nose. He looks up with an expression of chil like 
surprise, as if this were some part in a funny juvenile game, and he 
had to turn round twice and find out who had touched him’ on the 
nose. 

‘* There’s more where that came from,” I say, seizing the camp- 
stool = making for cover under the awning. There is: it comes 
down heavily. 

He follows me with his campstool, and his waterproof buttoned up 
—for in spite of the sanguine tone of his consolation to others, he 
himself is never without a handy and really serviceable Mackintosh 
| —and looking round on the people all huddled together like sheep in 
| a storm, he says beamingly, as if he took rather a pride in this down- 
| pour, ‘Ah! that’s —— Ce like a shower!” 
| Then he continues :— 

You'll see, this will clear the air ; it’s just what was wanted— 
not by us,” he puts in, finely anticipating the general objection, ‘* but 
by the atmosphere, and it will be for our benefit, as we shall have a 
| lovely passage. Wind 8. by 8.W.!” he exclaims, in an ecstasy of 

delight, turning in that direction ; ‘‘ couldn’t be better, dear friend ; 

couldn’t be better!” 

= _ rain makes the deck so sloppy; that’s the worst of it,” I 

grumbie, 

‘That is the worst of it,” returns Honson, triumphantly; “I 
| quite agree with you, that is the worst of it; but there ’s no mud, as 
| there would be ashore, and in five minutes the sun will come out and 
| the Captain will send a man with a mop, and the deck will be as 
dry asa bone. Look, it’s stopped now. And there’s a dry place 
a in the middle of the vessel, where you will scarcely feel motion 

at all.” 

We enjoy sunshine for a while. But the wily man with the mop 
does’not make his appearance as the clouds are once more gathering. 

‘* Looks threatening,” I observe ; and I mean it. 

“Oh, no,” Honson replies, rubbing his hands gleefully; ‘* when 
it begins like this, it’s always fine afterwards.” 

“ Rather misty,”’ I say, pointing ahead to a dense grey mist into 
which we are rapidly steaming. 

“Yes, rather misty,” he returns, for the fact is undeniable ; but 
as he has a good word even for a river-fog, he at once adds cheerfully, 
“ But what a wonderful effect! Look at that boat emerging from 
the mist like a spectre ! ” 

* Subject for Mistler,—I mean WuistLer,” I observe, gloomily. 

“* Exactly, dear friend, exactly,” he replies, delighted to find me 
willing to enter into his artistic views oF this arrangement in fog 
and smoke. Then he points towards the dense mass Jon vapour 
which we are now approaching, and exclaims, “‘ Look!” After 
which he throws back his head and folds his arms with the air 
of a connoisseur regarding some great masterpiece of Art, and says, 

There! There are wonderful effects! Wonderful! wonderful!’ 
And, as a wandering black ba slowly emerges from the fog, he 
repeats to himself, sotto voce, ‘‘ Wonderful! Beautiful!” in a sub- 
dued tone of the most intense admiration. His tone of unqualified 
approbation reminds me of the old Herr Von Jozt, who used to go 
about at Pappy Green’s selling tw ci for sixpence apiece, 
and ¢ xclaiming, ‘‘ Pewtiful ! ewtifal ba Then, as the clouds gather 
thicker and thicker, and the fog becomes more and more dense, he 
turns towards me, smiling brightly, and says with anair of conviction 
oe deceives nobody, ‘‘ Ah! dear friend, we shall have a very fine 

ssage. 





be to make the sea perfectly calm, and with the wind in a rather 


** If it’s going on like this——” I in, mbling. 
“_ won't,” OBSON assures me. ‘‘ The wrecta of this storm will 


rainy quarter, we shall have a splendid passage. You'll see. It 
will be beautiful! beautiful! You won't Rel even a qualm.” 
And if I did, he would tell me that the qualm I felt was the best 
Sy, in the world, and that a calm would follow on a qualm, and 
en, if I were very unwell, he would prove to me scientifically that 
nothing could be more beneficial to my general health than this short 
sharp attack of mal de mer. 
We are steaming down the Thames, with every now and then a 
stoppage (the signal ‘‘ Stop her!” being given by a sharp bell and a 
voice, as it appears to me,—a cealier method being used to indi- 
eate “‘ Go ahead again! ’’), in order to allow time for various huge 
unwieldy barges,—laden or empty, which are generally in charge of 
an inadequate crew, consisting of a dirty man clinging to a prodi- 
omy long pole, with which he is stirring up the om | a barking 
og very angry with our steamer, and an unkempt indolent boy,—to 
get out of our way and save themselves from being run down or 
swamped; and we are rapidly passing landmarks familiar to 
Londoners who dine at Greenwich, and many more quite unfamiliar 
even tothem. I am beginning to feel hungry. Good or bad sign ? 
‘* First-rate sign, dear friend,” replies Honson, enthusiastically. 
‘* First-rate! Shows it’s agreeing with you.” Glad to hear it, 
but I have my doubts. 








OVENLY! 


A CorresPonDeENT, signing himself ‘A Havenry Curtvrist,” 
sends us this cutting from 
= The Garden, which we at 
» once proceed to plant within 

.. our own borders :— 
MPROVER.—A lady highly 
recommends a youth, age 17; 
three years’ good general expe- 
rience under glass in her garden. 
Three years under glass! 
he The lady doesn’t mention his 
vy height, nor his temperament 
: RN. ‘ 2 which must be somewhat of 
S wy" “ « hot nature associated with 

Bedded Out; or, “Cometh up as a Flower!” the Sunny South. 








THE SYSTEM. 
“Tord CuarLes Beresrorp says, indeed, that the fault is not theirs, 
that of the system.”’— 7imes, 

Wuar is it, when the Country facts appal, 
And men for explanation loudly call, 
Delays, impedes, and paralyses all * 

The System ! 
What is it makes our training course effete, 
And leaves us, should a foreign foe we meet, 
To face him with a makeshift “ye fleet ? 

he System ! 

What, spite the ample millions it obtains, 
The public clamour scornfully disdains, 


And takes good care the Navy nothing gains ? 
The System ! 


What is it hoards up useless stores by tons, 
What falsifies on measured mile the runs, 
And turns out fighting ships without their guns ? 
The System ! 
And what, if peace to war by chance give place, 
And bring us and our dangers face to face, 
Would launch on us a national disgrace ¢ 
The System ! 
So what should Englishmen, without a doubt, 
While yet they ’ve time to know what they're about, 
Destroy, tread under foot, smash, trample out ’ 
The System ! 


but 





“ Homnmuncrxe Toe.” —Last season H.R.H. the Prince of WALEs 
found that all the American Dudes at Homburg were ineepery Sattesns 
him by closely imitating his costume, whatever it might be. Buta 
genuinely happy thought occurred to H.R.H. _He arrayed himself, 
so the Eapiet Post informs us, in hideous attire, the like of which 
was never seen in Tweed or out of it. The Dudes were done, and 





_ Hardly are the words out of his mouth than down comes the rain 
in bucketsful. ‘‘ Thunder,” as the stage-directions have it, ‘‘is heard 





H.R.H. bears the distinguished title of the Prince of Wiles. 
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Head Waiter 


WHAT A ROARING 
at The Ge 


THE “IRREPRESSIBLE CHINEE”! 


{ pa n and 


Amari 


Prine-Wrve, the Pieman’s Son, 
Was a troublesome chap from far Canton. 
Wander he would, and wherever he went 
He raised up ructions and discontent. 
Like little Au Srp, with his “* yukakan! 
lly much bothered um Melican man.” 


vG, like little An Srp, 

ite little yellow-faced Chinee kid ; 

, like his compatriot, sly Am Sry, 

had tricks that are dark and an eye to the 
To ser 
But 


orde 


ew appl ication of the neatest 


wn Nursery Rhymes.) 


He **y 


Pr \W 
Was a: 
And 
He 


ape and store it afar he’d roam, 
he always wanted to spend it at home. 


Prxc-Wrvxe he could “‘ terribly toil,” 

| A sleek-faced slave—till he'd sacked the spoil. 
Then Prve- Wye, the Pieman’s Son, 

| Would hook it homeward to far Canton, 

And live in comfort and cut a dash 

At the West’s expense with the West’s hard 


cash. 


Prxe-Werxe, with his saffron face, 
Played it rather low down on the Western 
| race ; 
For he worked so cheap and he worked so 
quick, 
And never resented the snub or kick 


And the West conceived it could play and 


rest 
worked for it. 


Whilst Prxve-Woxe 
West! 


Innocent 


OUT OF TOWN. 
(UNFASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE.) 
Bey ADE THE HoTets WILL 
M.., OR BLESS YER, 


BE DOING, 


Sir, wo! THEY ALL BRING 


WITH ALL 














THESE Hotipay Fo.k!” 
NOsSEBAGS WITH ‘EM! 


THEIR 








P tve-Wervxe he would wash and scrab, 
Whilst the Western male abhors the tub, 

He would slave and save, and live upon rice, 
Which to Western molars is not so nice. 

So the wise West chortled, and argued thus :— 
** This yaller Nigger ’s a useful cuss!” 

But the Western wiseacres didn’t quite see 
The whole of the game of the Heathen Chinee ; 
And when they twigged Pino-W ING his plan, 
It fearfully flustered the ‘‘ Melican man, 

And raised no end of a hullaballoo 

In the land of the bounding kangaroo. 


An Srp, when a bee by mistake he got, 

oom” ‘‘um Melican butterfly velly much 
,0t,” 

So the Melican man and the Cornstalk bold 

Soon found Prxe- Wve was too hot to hold, 

And, despite his patience and power of work, 

Pine-WIxe isn’t wanted too near New York. 


The Congress found that the Pieman’s Son 
Had much better keep to his own Canton ; 
That his shifty fingers and saffron skin 
Might suit Hong-Kong or might fit Pekin, 
Or any abode near the Chinese Wall ; 

But were not wanted in ’Frisco at all. 


Though Prxe- Wve toiled, and was meek and 
mild, 
Chinese cheap labourers domiciled 
’Twixt the Pacific and the Atlantic 
Were quickly driving the Yankee frantic. 
Diplomacy saw it were clearly best 
To speed Prve-Wine as a parting guest. 


Bat Prve-Wrvxe, the Pieman’s Son, 
Is a dogged critter not easily done. 


The wild West wanted his neck in the noose 
Of ‘* Heads I win, (pig) tails you lose.” 

But the Treaty shaped that wish to gratify, 
Celestial cuteness refused to ratify. 


So Senator Scort he ups, and he, 

Like Br. Nye, ‘*eoes for that Heathen 
Chinee.’ 

|The Western World for te issue waits, 

But all about the Pacific Coast States 

You may hear men singing of Chinese crime 

To this newest shape of a Nursery Rhyme :— 


** Prxe-Wenxe, the Pieman’s Son, 

Was a troublesome cuss from far Canton. 
He laboured hard, and he lived on rice, 

But ~ 2d tricks were dark, and his tastes not 


He cane the Convention, and then said he, 
*Me wonder whar dat a be!’” 


** DOUBLING.” 


Iw the case of Woopworta rv. SuaDEy, 
| reported last Saturday, Mr. Justice DENMAN 
| is reported to have asked— 
| “Is Mr. Svopew advertised to appear at both 
Theatres to-morrow night ? 

Mr. Bramwell Davis. Yes.” 

What a wonderful man! What a mar- 
vellous being in whose weird existence the 
laws of time and space are annihilated, and 
the powers of the Chancery Division have 
actually to be invoked in order to restrain 
Mr. Su GDEN from appearing in two places at 
| once ! 
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THE “IRREPRESSIBLE CHINEE”! 


* PING-WING, THE PIEMAN’S SON, 
WAS A TROUBLESOME CUSS FROM FAR CANTON, 
HE LABOURED HARD, AND HE LIVED ON RICE, 
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BUT HIS TRICKS WERE DARK, AND HIS TASTES NOT NICE. 
HE BURNT THE CONVENTION, AND THEN SAID HE, 
‘ME WONDER WHAR DAT TREATY BE! >” American Nursery Rhyme revised. 
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PLAY-TIME AT THE HAYMARKET. | 


by any means a model of construction, conventional in its 
1c and action, with scarcely a line worth remembering, with 
y a glimmer of comedy-humonr here and there in the characters of 
Lady Betty and old 
Seabrook, and with 
one strong dash of 
misplaced burlesque 
melodrama in the 
character of the 
Demon Butler, 
whose part is con- 
siderably damaged 
by the absence of 
topical song and 
dance, ad la fans, 
as Jonathan Wild— 
with all these de- 
fects, and in spite 
of them, Captain 
Swift is, in itself, a 
Drama of powerful 
dramatic interest, 
and so admirably 
acted all round, that 
it holds an audience 
enthralled from the 


Not 


Dance of the Vietim Master and Demon Butler, as (it 
ight to be) performed at the T.R. Haymarket. (Curtain. The story 
clearly told, and the acting is excellent—herein is the open 
secret of its success, for success it must have already achieved. 
Occasionally marred by some conventional melodramatic starts— 
false starts—which with melodramatic asides of the old-fashioned 
“Ha! that face!” or, “‘ Ha! that voice!” “Strange!” ‘*’Tis he!” 
pattern,—wrongly supposed to be necessary for emphasising ‘‘a 
situation,”’—Mr, Beersonm Trer’s Wilding, alias Captain Swift, 
s a very fine performance. Certainly, the touching and impres- 
| sive scene of the farewell in the last Act could not ibly be better | 
| rendered than it is by Mr. and Mrs. Beernonm Tree; indeed, the | 
| latter I have never yet seen to so great ne yy I do not think 
Mrs. Trer ever succeeds in her “‘make-up” for the stage,—too | 
white, I should say. But to find fault is easy, to suggest the im- 
provement is difficult, There is a great natural charm in Mrs. TRrer’s 
impersonation of the otherwise conventional character of a love-sick, | 
romantic young lady. The faults of this part are the author’s ; its | 


virtues the actress’s. 

Lavy Monckton is heart and soul in the very trying part of Mrs. 
Seabrook. She seems to be oblivious of the audience, and actually to 
be the character she impersonates. The art is less completely con- 
cealed than in that exceptionally finished performance of hers as the 
wife of Jim the Penman. But this again is the author’s fault. | 
_ As I consider it all round, I must own that I do not remember ever 
having seen a piece so lifted above the commonplace and conventional 
by the talent of the actors, as is this of Captain Swift. There | 
is jarring note in the scene in Act III., between Wilding and Mrs. 
Seabrook, and it is this:—the audience share with Mrs. Seabrook | 
the knowledge that she is Wilding’s mother. Wilding is in ignorance 

f the fact ; so that when Mrs. "Seabrook makes affectionate advances 

towards him, the unscrupulous Bushranger would see in this what 
Captain Hawksley saw in Mrs. Sternhold’s affection for him ; that is, 
additional profit and safety out of this middle-aged woman’s vanity. 
The audience, undoubtedly, must take this view of the scene, and so, 
when Mrs. Seabrook sits on the sofa, and says, in a comparatively | 
light and airy tone, ‘‘Come and sit beside me,” there is a titter | 
through the house just at a critical moment when the scene, which 
requires the most delicate handling by the actors, without any help 
trom the author, can least bear it. I fancy both Mr. Tree and Lady 
Monckton will agree with me on this point. 

Melodramatic music played throughout the dialogue of this same 
great scene in Act IIT. is, emphatically, a mistake ; it interrupts the 
action, and distracts the attention, tires the audience, and hence 
it pe that the charming song of Mrs. Treer’s, subsequently | 

heard without,” which should be so effective, becomes an anti- 
imax. This Act should have ended with the exit of Wilding, 
which should have been simultaneous with the last note of the song, 
and the fall of the Curtain. The letter-reading is another anti-climax. | 

Miss LecLercgattempts too much with the very common-place and, | 
tor her, very poor and uncongenial part of Lady Staunton, who, after 
ull, is a mere type of the ‘‘ confidante,” or ‘‘ Charles his friend,” in 
petticoats. In make-up, Mr. Tree, Mr. Macx.ry, and Mr. Kemere | 


are perfect. 
Having naturally alluded to Captain Hawksley, 1 would ask why 
adapt the well-worn business of the cigar-lighting from Still Waters 


run Deep? It was highly effective in the scene between John Mildmay 








rise to the fall of the | 


| Company 


| 


and Captain Hawksley ; it is singularly pointless in an analogous 
scene between Mr. Gardiner and Captain Swift. 

Since Mr. Toote made The Butler a popular character on the 
stage, there has been a run on butlers, Nowadays, no piece is per- 
fect without a butler in it of some sort, comic, tragic, melodramatic, 
or demoniac. It is this last type that Mr. C. Happow Cuawnens has 
selected for his play of Captain Swift, Mr. Happon must have had 
butler on the brain,—can he affirm that he Haddon’t ?—as the gro- 
tesque demoniac character has so little to do with the essence of the 
| plot, that he may be at once set down as superfluous. This Superfluous 

Jemon Butler, as impersonated by Mr. Brooxrrey with genuine 
| burlesque melodramatic humour, just gives the necessary comic relief 
to the a When Captain Sunt is heard making a bag of himself 
in September by blowing out his brains off the stage, it is a pity that 
the comic countryman Detective (new type, created and patented by 
Mr. CHAkies ALLAN), and the helpless old Foozle, capitally repre- 
sented by Mr. Kemate (another version of Brother Potter, also from 

Still Waters), should not have descended all together by a trap 
licensed to hold three comfortably, with the Superfluous Demon 
| Butler standing over them ; and ps, if there were room in the 
—* four, I should add Lady Betty to the group. 

|. The Demon Butler, who is made up rather after one of the acro- 
batic Grrarps, disappoints every one by not sliding over the tables 
and chairs as a genuine Grearp would certainly have done. He 
is, as I have said, Superfiuous; all the use he can be put to is 
to help the Detective, and, as far as that goes, the Detective, 
‘from information received,” could get on just as well, even 
better, without him. Unless the Demon Butler has a prologue, 
an entr’acte topical song and dance, and an epilogue, with final dis- 
appearance down a trap-door, he will always be ‘‘ superfluous ” as long 
as Captain Swift shall run, which ought to be, and I sincerely hope 
will be, for many hundred nights. When the inevitable Country 
o on tour with Captain Swift, the superfluous Demon 
Butler might be played without words by a clever pantomimist, and 
called the ‘‘ Dumb Waiter.”” This would be at once economical and 
effective. Every lover of good acting should go and see Captain 
Swift, on the recommendation of Jack IN THE Paivate Box. 


ALDERMANO ITALIANO. 
At the Guildhall. Prosecution by the National Vigilance 
for publishing Boccaccio’s ‘* Decameron.” 


Society 


“*The book,’ said Mr. Avony for the defence, ‘ had been in publication 
for over 400 years, and at the present time there were three copies of the work 
in the English language in the Guildhall Library, and about 200 in the 
British Museum.’ Mr. Alderman Puriirrs, who had previously mentioned 
that he had read The Decameron, both in Italian and English, said he did not 
intend to send this case for trial, because he did not for a moment believe that 
a jury would convict. The case was then dismissed.””—Daily Telegraph. 


Rather a change from what would probably have ha 
years ago, in the good old days of Jonw Lercn’ 


~— some forty 
Dicky Dove's 
Aldermen, when there were Corporations within the Great Corporation ; 


5 an 


when no Alderman could have been alluded to physically as a 
No-body, when Wenison was their Wittles, and Tuttle was their 
only soup, and like Sir John Falstaff, they ‘* babbled,” not of *‘ green 
fields,”’ Put of ‘‘ green fat.” In those good old days, had this case 
come before Mr. Alderman and Sheriff Guzzier (of the firm of 
Boozer, SwILLy AND Guzzier, Portsoken Ward), the report mighthave 
been on this wise :— 


Alderman. Fh? 


Counsel (explainin 


D. Cameron? Dowactp Cameron, of course. 

g). The Decameron of Boccaccio, your Worship. 
Alderman. Ah! { didn’t catch his title—DowaLtp Cameron of 
Bock—what was it? There’s a Cameron of Loch Something, and 
there ’s a CAMERON in the Ward, a most respectable Councillor and 


| Vintner. 


Counsel (further explaining). No, Mr. Alderman, this is a Book. 

Alderman. A Book ?’—eh? Oh, not Bock. Book? Dowarp 
Cameron, of Bookeadgers, did you say ? 

And so forth. And then the publisher would have been fined, and 
the editions confiscated. And now, “on a changé tout cela,” as 
the |Belgian Lonp Mayor would say, and be immediately under- 
stood by more than one decorated egy 5 Did the prosecution 
of the Zora translations come before Alderman Paris? No 
doubt he has put his knowledge of the French language to as good 
a purpose as fhe has his proficiency in Italian. Pity that he didn’t 
have the opportunity of saying, ‘I’ve read all these in the—ahem— 
in the original French (applause in Court, immediately suppressed 
by the usher), and I really do not think that a jury, who couldn’t 
possibly possess my educational advantages, ought to have a chance 
of convicting,—as I am sure they will, if I send the ease for trial.” 

That’s the sort of Alderman and Sheriff. ‘Sheriff thou art, and 
shalt be more hereafter!” All hail, Future Lord Mayor! _ The 
expiring Mayoralty wants a few little Italian olives, just to give it 
some fillips. 
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MARRIAGE EVIDENTLY NOT A FAILURE. 


Joan (to Darby, who is getting stout). ‘‘ Let wg Tre 1T For you, DARLING.” 








A SERIOUS QUESTION, 

Is it not within the bounds of probability that to the highly-coloured pictorial 
advertisements to be seen on almost all the hoardings in London, vividly repre- 
senting sensational scenes of murder, exhibited as ‘‘ the great attractions” of 
certain dramas, the public may be to a certain extent indebted for the horrible 
crimes in Whitechapel ? We say it most seriously ;—imagine the effect of these 
| gigantic pictures of violence and assassination by knife and pistol on the morbid 
imagination of unbalanced mind. These hideous picture-posters are a blot on 
our civilisation, and a disgrace to the Drama. 





LEGISLATIVE WORK AND WAGES, 

Iw proof that the ‘‘ Payment of Members,” if now legalised, would be no 
novelty, ‘“‘Scaccartvs” sends the Zimes the subjoined extract from the 
Exchequer records during the period of the ‘* Long Parliament” :— 

“ Received by mee, Jonn Mernick, Knt. of Tuomas rravLconsripes, Esq., Receiver 
Genl. of the Revenue, the some of ffiftie twoe for my weekly allowance of fower pounds as 
a Member of the Comone House of Parliamnt due for one quarter of a yeere ended at 
Michas. last 1645. By warrant from the Committee dated 25th of October 1645. I say 
received £52. “Jo. Meyrick.” 

It were superfluous to observe that Mr. Meyrick could not even spell his own 
| name, merely because he appears to have spelt it in different ways. Even the 

Divine WriitaMs himself did that. But suppose the Legislature were in these 
days to decree the award of pay to Honourable Members of the House of 
Commons for their attendance in Parliament, and required them to give a receipt 
for the money, wouldn't it be more than possible that some of the ** Representa- 
tives of Labour” (to whom wages might be an object) would pretty nearly 
| reproduce the deviations from the Dictionary remarkable in the foregoing 
transcript ? A man’s aman fora’ that. Of course, a good deal depends on how 
much ‘‘ a’ that” might be. And an able but unlettered politician would need 
hardly declare, as the principal character in some old farce, when taxed with his 
orthography, used to say,—*' It isn’t the orthography that I care about, but it’s 
that dashed spelling.” 








Reportep py G. Osp-rwe M-ro-y, on “ Toe Orner G. O. M.”—" Mr. G.” 
has enjoyed some uncommonly deep-sea-fishing sport in the recess, with Sprats 
to catch Wales. 





_ ' SOCIALISM AND Tiont-Lactne” are incompatible, morally. For the Socia- 
list theory tends to the loosening of all bonds. 





THE WOLF AT OUR DOOR. 
A Morality from Norse Mythology. | 


[In the Norse Mythology, the Wolf Fenris (Crime), for 
food in the aed py tay Ultimately, the Sword-gel Tr 
loaded Fenris with the chain Gleipner, and thrust a sha 
sword into his mouth, to prevent him biting more. Thus, say, 
the legend, is Crime, which threatens to corrupt the human race, 
bound by the apparently slight fetters of Law, and as the power 
of the Wolf was broken by the Sword, that of Crime is kept 
under by the awards of Justice.] 


Wanxtep a Gleipner! ’Tis very plain 

That the Wolf ‘s abroad and has slipped his chain; 
For the ruthless red-fan savage, 

In square, in street, and in sordid slum, 

Strikes Justice helpless, and terror dumb 
With his cruel unchecked ravage. 

Law and Order? The catch-word slips 

With ease complacent from canting lips. 

The Law that Labour’s last mite exacts, 

The Order that silence for sorrow enacts, 
These claim the world’s solicitude ; 

For Property ’s timorous, Wealth would tread 

In peace and quiet its wine-press red, 

And Culture oleae with a querulous dread 
From viclence and vicissitude ; 

But Law alert at the poor man’s hest 

And Order that giveth the humblest rest, 

Are these high matters the soul to vex 

Of Statesman Y Z, or Policeman X. ? 


Could Tyr the Sword-god from Asgard come 
To a West-end waste or an East-end slum, 
Could he take a stroll when the night falls dark 
Through Poverty’s pleasaunce or = a park, 
What would the Norse-god say ? this. 
‘It is fearsomely clear that the Wolf Fenris, 
As erst in Asgard olden, 
Is ‘waked by the moon and wants something to eat!’” 
True the Law, in blue, is about on his beat, 
But the echo far of his falling feet 
At the distant end of the dusky street, 
The Wolf doth but embolden. 
His jaws are wide, and his teeth are white, 
His eye is watchful, his tread is light, 
The keen curst creature, a hideous sight ! 
Alone, or hungrily herded. 
His play his death, and his life is prey. 
Nay, bold from custom he braves the day, 
In the silent waste or the narrow way, 
And snatches sudden whate’er may stray 
Beyond reach of the weapon wherewith—they say— 
Law’s vigilant guard is girded. 
That Wolf, in faith, hath a shifting face : 
Hunger and lust you may ever trace, 
And blood-greed red and ruthless, 
But now ’tis a visage of youth; anon 
The brute-boy’s beetling scowl is gone, 
And you shudder and shrink as you look upon 
Hag-age, hell-eyed, and toothless. 
Nothing of harpy or gruesome ghoul 
That fiction shapes in its visions foul, 
Naught of fiendish in form or glance 
Dreamed in the broodings of wild romance, 
Ever took horror of eviller shape. 
Gorgon’s rival, Chimzra’s ape, 
This Protean wolf-maw’d creature. 
Sullen and sinister ruffian now, 
Anon with a wanton yet womanly brow, 
Again the monster doth mop and mow 
With childish form and feature ; 
Yet wolfish ever, and wolf all through, 
This new Fenris of an Asgard new. 
But in sage in ermine, or man in blue, 
We scarce discover the Sword-god true, 
Our Wolf to seize and shackle. | 
The ‘* Underground People,””—so it is said,— 
Prepared a chain for their Thing of Dread, n | 
Which, *‘ small and slight as a silken thread, 
Was strong as steel, and heavy as lead, 
Which the maw, and which stayed the tread | 
Of the Fenris Wolf. Wake Tyr from the dead, 
Our lupine foe to tackle! 
Our ‘‘ Underground People,” whom we expect, 
To—Tyr would laugh at the word !—** detect, 
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CROSSING THE CHANNEL. 











For all their mystery, somehow fail 
a follow the slot, or to track the trail 
- the Protean Wolf, or his steps restrain 
ith the slight but terrible Gleipner chain ; 
“4 to thrust athwart his merciless maw, 
1¢ sharp, strong sword of unfailing Law. 


Speculator has yet come across this advertise- 
"TO in the York Herald of Sept. 4, 1888 :— 
) LET, 8 Acres of FOG, to be eaten with 





| Sheep.” 


Tae Commve Winter.—We hope no City | 


We have to swallow quite enough 
Fog already without being foreed to accept as 
a daily dish, ‘Cold Shoulder of Mutton with 
Fog Sauce!” Boat stewards could vary their 


menu with “‘ Chops of the Channel and Sea- 


fog pe.” 
NEW NURSERY RHYME. 
(Not Sung at the late Eisteddfod.) 


Tarry was a Welshman, 
GLappy was a chief ; 


Giappy went to Tarry’s house, 
To give his tongue relief. 

Giappy, when in Tarry’s house, 
Thought himself at home ; 

jut Tarry, fearing party rouse, 
With him picked a bone. 

Giappy went to Tarry’s house, 
And his say he said ; 

But oh! he needed all his nous, 
Two zealotries to wed. 
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SHE-THAT-OUGHT-NOT-TO-BE-PLAYED ! ” 


A Story of Gloomy Gavety, 


Part L. Led by the Nose. 

I nave agreed to write down my terrible experiences. A will 
tronger than my own desires it. can but obey. If I could, I 
would refuse. For I had hoped to have done for ever with the 
novelist who re- 
veils in gore, 

Moreover, I have 
quite forgotten the 
incidents of the 
particular book 
that mas §6=so een 
‘‘dramatised by 
permission,’ and 
then ** re-written 
and adapted ” by 


an author, a stage 


manager, and a lady with the sometimes frequently-reiterated name 
fCLo. My memory is a blank, save that | Love a feeling of gentle 
pain, as I indistinctly recall a prosy leader-spouting sorceress, who, 
to the best of my recollection, before dying turned into a monkey, 
and a man who was called HoLty, to give opportunities for th | 
petration of mild wy upon his name, and a terrible bore, called Jon. 
Ah, yes, I remember the last! A nightmare, a horrible nightmare! 
feebly humorous, insipid beyond conception, stupid to the last 
legree! And was I to see all this? Oh, horror! Led by the nose! 
Part Il.— Heard through the 

Let me quickly get through my task. 
Drama devoted to this fearsome work. I saw around me faces that 
I had seen before. In a large box, apparently inconveniently 
crowded, sat, or rather perambulated, a pale person in a pince-nez, 
who seemed to take the greatest possible interest in the proceedings. 
This pale person in the pince-nez fairly fascinated me, and, when I 
was weary of looking at the stage (and I confess I was often, very 
often weary), I fixed my gaze upon him. And then a wonderful 
thing happened. Whenever I glanced at him, whatever might have 
been the provocation—however dull and prosaie and profitless may 
have been the dialogue,—I never found him asleep ! 

But to my task,—a bitter one. I saw before me the interior of a 
Palace, that somehow recalled to me Nitocris at Drury Lane. There 
was one striking article of furniture, a modern reading-desk, that 
seemingly had become petrified into stone for the occasion. Then I 
noticed a man called the Keeper of the Queen’s Records, and those 
Records I discovered were three Deeds, looking with their seals about 
two thousand years younger than they were represented to be. Thena 
portly person appeared, dressed as an ancient Greek, save that his 


Years. 
I was in the Temple of the 





arms were tattooed after a decidedly modern fashion. Then came , 
gorgeously apparelled dame, who, from her proneness to spout 
without danger of interruption (in a tone that might mean a fortuns 
to a curate reading the —, service) what seemed to me to be 
lengthy leading articles on more or less interesting subjects, and 
from her fondness for, and power of keeping well in the limelight 
I recognised as ‘‘ the One who must be obeyed.” And the lady in 
the limelight stabbed the ancient Greek with the modernly tattoos 
arms, and the Curtain fell for the first time. It would have beep 
better for my peace of mind if the Curtain (so tar as that evening 
was concerned) had fallen for ever! But no; I had to suffer fp, 
hours longer! Suffering to be heard through the years—hear 
through the years! 
Part III.—Seen by the Eyes. 

I was in Hotty’s Rooms at Cambridge. Hotty, I found, wearings 
maroon-hued velvet coat, and puce-coloured black-striped trousers ' 
And then came the infliction of inflictions! Jon, the would-be comi 
servant! Oh, how hard it was to bear! How hard! Even now, | 
shiver and turn cold when I think of him! They were joined, thes 
strange ones, by the ancient and portly Greek with the modernly 
tattooed arms. This last was now dressed in a rather horsey costume 
of the nineteenth century; and then a strange thing happened. 
Without contradiction he declared, in spite of his portliness and other 
appearances distinctly arguing to the contrary that he was only five- 
and-twenty! Then this trio examined a box, and in the boredom that 
followed, a feeble glimmer of recollection of having read something 
somewhere like it before floated through my weary mind. Then the 
trio got on a Dhow of peculiar construction, and there was a mutiny 
and the stage became very dark. Then a strange thing happened. 
The crew, seemingly with considerable exertion, pulled the ship t 
pieces, and then drew a carpet over the remains. And the carpet was 
violently agitated, and the trio reappeared in a boat, and in the dis- 
tance was the painting of the head of a comic negro! And a sense of 
deep relief filled my soul as the Curtain descended and allowed me to 
see no more! Oh, the weariness of that which had been seen by the 
eyes—-seen by the eyes! 

Part IV.—Caught on the Cheek. 


Then came several hours in the land of Kor. I have a recollection | 
of a lady wearing white muslin and a serpent, who wandered about 
always, always, in the limelight. I fancy she must have spoken for 
a very long while. And the ancient and portly Greek in the horsey 
clothes and tattooed arms, he, too, seems to have had a great deal to 
say. And I recall to mind an old man who got a laugh by calling the 
person in the puce-coloured and black-striped trousers “‘a baboon.” 
And I have a vision too of some mild dancing by a small and select 
corps de ballet. And then I have standing out Jistinctl y in my mind 
the black shadow of the greatest bore of them all. Jos! Jos! Jos! 
Oh, the feeble ‘‘ jokes,” oh, the melancholy ‘“‘ wheezes!” And | 
know that there must have been several scenes, even if there were 
but little action. Stay, did I not see Hotty dangling in mid air, 
supported by an iron wire attached toa hook? But my mind seems 
to have part] y slumbered until I came to ‘‘ The Cavern of the Fire 
of Life.”” Ah, I remember it well. It was an unusual cavern, and | 
now and again there was a whistle that somehow or other recalled 
to me the joint forms of the stage-manager and the prompier, and | 
then followed a rumbling noise attended by a puff of steam, that 
suggested to me a suburban laundry on a slack washing-day. And 
at length the lady (who, I gathered, had lived for more than two 
thousand years in the limelight), divested herself of most of her 
white muslin and all of her serpent, and disappeared in the fumes of 
the suburban laundry. And immediately there was some shouting, 
and a pleasantly-fat person in grey rags and a white wig staggered | 
in from the wings and fell on the stage, and was soon hidden from 
view by the distinctly welcome Curtain. And there was applause 
Then a young lady in a costume of masculine cut, walked across the 
stage, accompanied by an elderly gentleman. And more ~— 
followed, and various members of the cast crossed the stage, inclusive | 
of the lady of the limelight. And then a strange thing happened 
The pale person in a pince-nez, in the apparently inconveniently 
ae me private-box, suddenly appeared in the front of the /oge alone, 
and began to address us. e told us that he believed the ~~ we 
had just sat out with so much weary patience would “‘ make, with 
a few alterations, an exceedingly fine play,” and said something 
complimentary about the performance of the lady in the limelight. | 
‘And this was the great comic effect of the evening! The speaker 
who thus praised the story I was told was the author of the story | 
himself ! fought on the cheek! Caught on the cheek! “Caught 
on ’—the cheek ! 


Doctrine v. Deed. 


‘* Larssez-PArre !”’ cries caustic BRAMWELL. 
He can scourge a sumph or sham well ; 

But one law at least is there: 

He can’t yield to,—Laissez-faire ! 





—— as 








Cc} NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


there will be no exception. 


Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
To this rule 
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WON’T WASH CLOTHES. 


Makes Makes Makes Makes Makes Makes Cleans 
Copper Tin Windows Paint Marble and 


like like like look Polishes 
Gold. Silver. Crystal. New. White. i Everything. 


Sold by Grocers, Ironmongers, and General Dealers throughout the Country. If not obtainable near you, send 4d. in 
stamps for full-size Bar, free by post; or 1s. for Three Bars, free by post (mentioning ‘‘ Punch”), to 


8. BROOKE & CO., 36 To 40, YORK ROAD, KING’S aie LONDON, N. 
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| CORK DISTILLERIES COMPANY 
| §% PRIZE "MEDALS FOR 


nish WH ro Prise Medal, 
} hiiadelphie =. bo A Medal, Paris, i576 
: | Prine Medal, Syemey 1579, Three i’rise 


dole Cork 18 
“VERY fine, full flavor and 
od Spirit "Juror Award. Philadeip 
| yNavesTiONABLY as fine 
durors Award Cork Exhibition, a 
8 FINE OLD IRISH 
end Bpirit Dealers. and & supplied to whole 
sole merchants in casks and cases by | 
| CORK DISTILLERIES COMPANY 
| LIMITED , MOKKIBUN'S ISLAND, COMA. 
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COLD MEDAL, PARIS EXHIBITION, 1873. 


KINAHAN’S tm: xx 


PURE, MILD, AND LL Whiskine” 
1 KL ic 100 4y ' 
WHISKY. 


THE PRIZE MEDAL, DUBLIN EXHIBITION, 1865, | 
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BURGOYNE’S. 

Clustraltewn | 

WINES. 
TINTARA, 


BRANXTON BURGUNDY, 
HIGHERCOMBE, 


J. EXSHAW & C0.'S 


FINEST OLD BRANDY. 

Gh. per dos. in Cases as im porte 

Sraristow & Co.. 88, | & Co. Ke aent ntreet, w 
= = Gas, Steam, Wate 


TUBES.~:. Per Ons, Steam, Wate 


poses, Galvanised or White Enameiied inside, 
In stock to 6 in. diameter. Cocks, Valves, &c 
Jeux Sravcen, Globe Tube Works, Wednesbury ; 
and M, Gt. &t. Thomas Apostic, London 
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THE BEAUTY OF , THE SKIN ENHANCED BY 


Hygienic and \osmetic 


| for use after shoving 
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SAMUEL BROTHERS. 


TO PARENTS AND GUARDIANS. 


Messrs. SAMUEL BROTHERS respectfully invite an inspection 
of their Show Rooms by Parents and Guardians who are desirous of 
Outfitting their Juvenile charges for any of the Public or Private Col- 
leges, Schools, &c The requirements of Youths and Boys have for 
very many years engaged the closest attention of Messrs. Saucer 
Beoruens, with the result tha: this important department of their busi- 
ness has attained very large dimens ons, a that every want in Suits, 





Overcoata, Hosiery, Boots, &c., is fully met, and durable qualities ensured, 
The Firm are the originators and sole proprietors of a special material, 
styled the “ WEAR-RESI*TING FABRIC” (Regd.), thst bas been mann- 
factared 'o withstand the hard wear given by boys and Youths to their 


school and every-day dress. 


CATALOGUE POST FREE. 


65 & 67, LUDGATE HILL, 
LONDON, E.C. 
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Guaranteed by the use of HUNT'S FAMILY 
PILLS. Large numbers of people in 
robust health can testify to the ts trath of 
this assertion, having ulated them- 
selves entirely by these Pills for over 50 
years. One Pill will invariably relieve, 
and a little perseverance radically cure, 
either a Torpid Liver, Costiveness, Indi- 
gestion, Pains in the Back or Head, 
Influenza or Feverish Cold, Rheumatism 
Lambago, Flatulency or Giddiness. THEY 
RESTORE BRIGHTNESS TO THE 
CLEARNESS TO THE ) 
SHARPNESS TO THE INTELLECT, AN 
ENERGY TO BOTH MIND AND BODY. 
To Ladies they are invaluable. Sold every- 
where, in boxes, Is. ltd. and 2s. 9d. 
Wholesale Agents, WILCOX & CO., 239, 
Oxford Strest, Lenten. Post-free. 





POUDRE D'AMOUR 


(Prepared by Picase Feeass. Parfomeur: 
A Tollet Powder combining every desiderstam, 
, for beautify ng and soften- 
ing the Skin. It will be equally welcomed by all, 
for impartmg « most natural fraicheur to the 
complexion 

Gentiemen will find it most soothing and pleasant 








Blanche for fair skins, Naturelle 
complexions, and Rachel for we by 


In three tints 
for darker NERVOUS DEPRESSION, 
Debility, Rheumatism, Gou Torpid 
Liver, Kidney 
weakness may be speedily = by wearing 


HARNESS’ 
ELECTROPATHIC 


aht 
Price ls. Hy Post, free from observation, is 
To be had ef all Hairdressers Chemists, &c 
Wholesale Depdt: B. HOVENDEN & SONS, 
Si axwy S. BERNERS STREET, W 
CITY ROAD, E.C., LONDON 


3: 










’ Bo Shock or Discomfort 
whatever. 
Thousands of Testimonials. Pamphiet and 
Advice free. Cali TO-DAY, if possible, of 
wr.te at once to Mr. C. B._ HARNESS, Con- 
sulting Electrician, Medical Battery Co.,Ltd, 
5 OXFORD ST., LONDON, W. 


SPOONS & FORKS 






















SATURDAY. 


JOHN HAMILTON & (0% 
“SPECIALTY” 


GENTLEMEN'S UMBR 


The Covers are made of good 
materials, put upon Paragon Frame 
Lock Ribs guaranteed of the very best 


6/- 8/- 10/6 14/- 21 


OF ALL TAILORS, HOSIERS & OUTFITTER 

ution.—See that the name “Jous Haw ures be! 

Ons tie m the Ribs, without which none ere peut 
Warre ror ILiusTRaTeD Cincuu® 

__7O THE Mancne, 7, PHILIP Lane, OS 


EVERY 





PUBLISHED 























CORNER OF RATHBONE PLACE 
LEA & PERRINS’ ‘SAUCE, 
LRA “& PERRING Snuc 8, 
which are calculated to deceive the Public 


Lea & Penains beg to drawattention to the fact that 
each bottle of the Original and Genuine 


WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE 


their signature, thus— 


ya 


*.* Bold oe eee by the Proprietors, Worcester, 
Caosss & Biscawet:, London; and Export Ulmen 
| generally 

Retail by Dealers in Sauces throughout the W orid. 











BALL- POINTED PENS. 


H. HEWITT'S PATENT.) 
As used by B.R.E. the Prince of Wales. 


These Pens neither scrateh nor spurt, but glide over 
the roughest paper. — j 
Bix sorts, eultabie for ledger, rofes- 


id, } 
sonal writing. Assorted Kox at ts Pens *. id; 
or with Ebony Anti-Biotting Penholder, ue le. 64. 
Post Free of all Stationer:, or 


ORMISTON ¢ GLASS, Edinburgh. 


ADAMS’S 
FURNITURE 
POLISH. 


THE OLDEST AND BEST. 














Get a bottle to-day of PERRY DAViS’ PAIN- 
KILLER, the Oldest, Best, and most y-known 


” “ Family Medicmme in Worid. It instanuy Kelieves 
Tae Gres the Lets’ Mowepeper) fees bo ne ; Dusne, 4 








Sold by Grocers, Lronmongers, Oilmen, &e. 


Manufactory—VALLEY BROAD, SHEFFIELD. Any Chemist can aa itat itt) per bottle, 














SWIFT'S SPECIFIC 


is entirely a Vegetable Preparation, cootaiumt 
Mercury, Potash, Arsenic, or ant — 
stance, and cleanses the bi loot OT eB 
impurities through the perso: ye 
of thousands of cases of Blood Dicer, a 
Diseases. and Mercurial Poisoning have 
lieved by Swift's Specific 

Mrs Sanam Powece, 39, Rassell Street. 
Road, West Gorton, Manchester, writes — 

“I suffered for many years with 
tongue, whieh came near eating me 0 oP 
1 took Swift's Specific,and am now # 
and talk as well as any one. I owe * 
6.5.8. lam ready to answer all q 

6.8.8.—Swift's Specific, sold by a! one 
Patent Medicine Dealers. Price— la a 
bottle; Dry, 2s. 64. per kage, a 

price. Send Treatise 08 






of above er Hest 
Skin Diseases. Posted free. 


THE SWIFT SPECIFIC Compal, 
%, SNOW HILL, LONDON, BC 


S 
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